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BLOOBSTUTTER'S 
BANGTAIL BONANZA 



By 

Rod Ree, 



SOONER or later all successful men get 
interviewed. Vacuum Bloobstutter, 
general manager of the United States Hole- 
Making Corporation .was no exception. A 
reporter from ,TAe Hard Times, a paper 
whose motto was "The Hole Truth," was 
low interviewing Bloobstutter. 

"I suppose you would advise every 
young fellow to start at the bottom and 
work his way to the top?" questioned the 
reporter. 

"No," replied Bloobstutter, "I say every 
young fellow should start at the top." 
"Start at the top?" 

"Yes, start at the top and dig his way 
to the bottom," declared the successful 
man. "If a boy wants to amount to any- 
thing in the hole-making business, he 
should start at the top and dig post-holes. 
This will teach him that you can't make 
a hole without hard work." 

The reporter thought of the hole his 
wife bad made in the back of his garage 
without any work at all, simply by putting 
the car in the wrong gear. But he didn't 
mention it. He assumed Bloobstutter had 
got his start digging post holes. He didn't 
know that the little man behind the big 
desk had actually got his present impor- 
tant job through an accident; and Bloob- 
stutter didn't tell him. It wasn't the kind 
of story that newspaper readers would be- 
lieve. But actually what had happened was 
this: Bloobstutter, a humble worker in the 
doughnut-hole division, had been riding a 
bus. Sitting next to him was an old 
woman who looked like a witch. Ia fact, 
she was a witch. The bus had gone over a 
bump and somehow in the jarring mixup, 
Bloobstutter had grabbed the broom which, 
the witch had been carrying. He still had 
it. It was a magic broom. It bad gotten 
Bloobstutter hie job as a boss at the U. S. 
H-M C. 

The reporter's keen eyes roved around 
the handsome office. It was well appointed. 
The chairs had slick, rich leather. The 
paintings on the wail were of high qual- 
ity. The pins-paneling had quiet charm. 



The windows were wide and modern. The 
big desk was indicative of big business. 
In fact, the only thing in the office that 
seemed out of character was the old broom 
standing in a corner behind the execur 
tive's .desk. 

"That broom," said the reporter. "What's 
it doing there?" 

"Why — ah — " stammered Bloobstutter, 
clutching at the broom handle. 

"A souvenir? A lucky piece?" continued 
the reporter. "Something to remind you of " 
your humble beginnings? To keep you 
from getting a swelled head?" 

"Why — ah — yes. You might say so," 
Bloobstutter admitted. 

"Fine," said the reporter. "Great human 
interest stuff!" 

Later he devoted a good part of his story 
to the broom. He called it a "lucky sweep- 
er." He said it had swept its owner into a 
$WO,000-a-year job. 

* GREAT many people read the story 
with interest. Among them was Fig- 
ures Foxfellow, the horse-player. Foxfel- 
low hated work. He wanted to make his 
living betting at the race track. But he'd 
had a great streak of bad luck lately. If 
he lost at' the races tomorrow, he'd be 
fresh out of money and would have to take 
a job or starve. To him the ideas were 
equally appalling. 

Like many horseplayers, Foxfellow was 
quite superstitious. He carried a rabbit's 
foot and s horseshoe and a four-leaf clover. 
But none of them had been working lately. 
When he read about Eloobstutter's lucky 
broom, his eyes took on a covetous gleam. 
Foxfellow was a man who'd do anything 
to avoid work. Stealing a broom was one 
of the lesser things he'd do. It was a mat- 
ter of seconds for him to sneak Into Bloob- 
stutter's office and make off with the 
broom. It was so deftly done that Bloob- 
stutter wasa't aware of It until an hour 
later. 

When he did notice the broom was miss- 
ing, poor Bloobstutter was so ■bo o k ed he 
(Pimm mm to o**t mm/ 



MASTER COMICS 



laid his nearly-bald head down. on the desk 
and proceeded to fill the big blotter with 
tears. He was like that when a woodpecker 
flapped through the window. 

44MMA!" said the woodpecker. "So the 
** hole-making business has got you 
down?" 

"It's not the business that's got me 
down," said Bloobstutter. "Somebody stole 
my lucky sweeper." 

"Tell you what I'll do, chum." said the 
woodpecker. "I'll go out and scout around. 
Maybe I can locate it. You know, I get a 
bird's-eye view of things!" 

Meanwhile. Foxfellow was at the track, 
standing by the rail near the finish line, 
gripping the lucky sweeper and hollering 
his head off. "Come on, you lucky sweeper. 
Come on. Bring me luck. Make me win." 

But the horse he had bet on came in last. 
Foxfellow didn't know the secret of the 
magic broom; that each wish had to be 
made in rhyme. He was pretty unhappy 
when the race ended. 

He tried again, next race. "Come on, 
you lucky sweeper! Bring me luck!" he 
cried, gripping the broom. Again his horse 
finished out of the money. 

Foxfellow was so disgusted he cried, "If 
you are a lucky broom, I wish I was that 
horse's groom!" 

Blooie! 

Next thing he knew he was in the sta- 
bles, muddy and dirty, brushing the horse 
that had just finished last. Brushing it 
with the lucky sweeper, no less. 

Foxfellow cried, "Me, working? Oh 
what a shame! I'd rather be the ball in a 
pin ball game!" 

Whizzzz! Again the rhymed wish had 
worked its magic. 

A nickel had fallen, a spring had sprung, 
and Foxfellow was rolling rapidly over a 
rectangular table, bouncing against posts 
and lighting tights as he was buffeted this 
way and that. 

The broom was leaning against the pin- 
ball machine and it just happened that 
nail-shaped Foxfellow bruised against that 
Tide as he murmured, "I'm black and blue 
in so many places. I wish that I was back 
at the races." He made contact with the 
broom through the wooden side and his 
wish came true. Back at the races he was. 
Still holding the broom. 

Meanwhile, the woodpecker had spotted 
Foxfellow at the track and had rushed 
back to inform Bloobstutter. 



"Better call a cab and get right out 
there," suggested the woodpecker. 

Bloobstutter arrived at the race track 
just in time to see Foxfellow's third bet 
run out of the money. Foxfellow was be- 
side himself with anger. Shaking the 
broom he cried, "Stealing you was a fright- 
ful boner. I wish you were back with your 
former owner!" 

Zing! 

Quicker than lightning, the broom 
moved over into Bloobstutter's hand. 

Bloob looked up at the woodpecker, 
perched on the finish wire. "See," said the 
man, "I've got my lucky.magic broom back. 
Here it isT 

"Congratulations," said the woodpecker, 
flying away, 

Bloobstutter thought as long as he was 
at the track, he might as well make a bet. So 
he went to the sellers' window and bought 
a ticket on a long shot named Better Hole. 
Then he went back to the rail and barely 
by chance took a place right next to Fox- 
fellow, who was now broke. Foxfellow 
looked first at Bloobstutter and then at 
the broom with great curiosity. Then the 
race started. 

Better Hole was last a3 the horses came 
out of the gate. In the back stretch he was 
twenty lengths behind. At the far turn 
there was even more daylight between him 
and the leaders. As they entered the home 
stretch, he was still last. "Come on Better 
Hole," shouted Bloobstutter. 

"You've lost, sucker," sneered Foxfel- 
low. "That nag won't finish till tomorrow." 

Bloob gripped his broom and cried, "To 
make some money is my goal. I hope the 
winner is Better Hole." 

AS if on wings, Better Hole sped for- 
ward, passing all the other horses and 
crossing the finish line a neck in front of 
his nearest competitor. 

"Well, I'll be hanged I How'd you do 
It?" asked Foxfellow. 

"Oh," said Bloobstutter, "if you just 
have this lucky broom with you, you can't 
lose." 

Bloobstutter could never understand 
why Foxfellow let out a screetch like a 
screetch owl and then went racing away, 
bumping into people right and left, and 
shouting, "Look out! I'm a pin ball!" 

THE END » 

A nother rib-tickling VA CUUM BLOOB- 
STUTTER story will appear in next 
month's MASTER COMICS! 
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